THE   GERMAN   BLOOD-BATH

The inn at Wiessee was quickly surrounded. The
policemen from Berlin were ready and waiting at their
first-floor windows. On the ground floor the "danger-
ous rebels5 were peacefully asleep. Room No. 5 was
the first to be entered, and Count Spretti, chief of the
Munich Standarte, was arrested in his bed. Heines,
who shared room No. 9 and his bed with his chauffeur,
suddenly found himself gazing down the barrels of
Bruckner's and Maurice's revolvers. He felt for his
own weapon, but was stunned by a revolver butt and
dragged out in his pyjamas. Two shots rang out and
Heines and his chauffeur had been eliminated.

Hitler then went to room No. 7. The conversation
that followed was repeated to me verbatim.

'Who's there?5 Roehm asked in a sleepy voice.

*It5s I, Hitler, open the door at once!5

'What!  Already?  I didn't expect you till midday!5

Roehm rose, opened the door and recoiled. Hitler
overwhelmed him with a volley of abuse. Roehm,
shocked into silence, ended by replying vigorously.

The door shut. The two men talked alone, then
Adolf reappeared.

'Bind him,5 he said.

In the corridor, with arms and legs bound, Roehm
waited for his friend's decision.

The landlord saw him, raised his arm and naively
exclaimed 'Heil Hitler!* Roehm, with a tired expres-
sion, replied with the traditional greeting of South
Germany: 'Grtiss Gottf*

Hitler then apologized to the landlord for the dis-
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